MADRID, October 2$rd, 1936.

Yes, the face of Madrid is considerably altered
since I wrote my last letter. Returning from Naval
Perral our lorries were climbing up along the steep
slopes of the Sierra. The icy night wind penetrated
through our clothing and our only comfort was
provided by the songs of our comrades. The stark
white walls of the Escorial wore an eerie look as
they rose up out of the darkness. Our lorries were
now humming more softly as we descended towards
the Madrid tableland, and the temperature was
becoming milder. The following day on the boule-
vards of Madrid we were already basking in the
bountiful warmth of Summer. Joy cannot entirely
die under this glittering sun. Madrid continues to
be a gay city and suggests a feeling of eternal holiday.
But the gaiety is restrained; the gravity of the
situation and the measures taken by the Govern-
ment have induced a spirit of greater dignity.
Mola's assertion that he disposes of a fifth secret
column inside Madrid is no idle talk. Often pro-
vided with faked identity cards and clad in the
overalls of the militiamen, the foes of the Republic
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